
Words, imagined to have been spoken by a longtime friend of the painter and 
philosopher Leo Niehorster, after the artist's demise in April 1958 

Among your loves the trees and flow'rs 
and hilly landscapes were 
You heard the whisper of a tale 
when winds the branches stir 
You painted mushrooms picking and 
so many wintry scenes 
In Summer not the midday sun 
but dusk below a fir 
































